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method to use in reasoning about literature, as Wittgenstein is reported to have said, involves 'descriptions designed to show what the point of a work is'.7 It is, of course, quite true that this 'point' cannot be exhaustively stated since it would be alien to the novelist's purposes if there were simple rules which allowed the novelist to construct works which could be unambiguously correlated with meaning. But while novels are inherently ambiguous we cannot plausibly allow a relation of total fortuitousness to hold between intention and result. If such were the case novels would be unintelligible. But novels are intelligible to those who know the language. Consequently we must assume that there is a link between the novelist's activity and the reader's reaction. Since the novelist may be purposely ambiguous this link will never be complete and there will, therefore, always be more in a particular work than any reader understands. But paradoxically, it may also be true that the reader will understand more than the artist really intends and this is why a reader of literature must continually ask 'What does the novelist really mean?' The answer to this question will not be some final and definitive pattern that can be interpreted in only one way but rather plausible inferences from the pattern of the novel.
One thing seems clear: novelists do employ language directly, and if we wish to understand what the point of a work is, we must look at the author's language. This need not necessarily entail elaborate etymological forays but it does mean the reader has to be alert to recurring word patterns, to the manipulation of symbols, to an author's use of irony and ambiguity. From this point of view there are no good substitutes for 'total immersion' in the author's work and close textual analysis as approaches to literature.
II
'Heart of Darkness' is frequently interpreted as an anti-imperialistic tract, a kind of literary counterpart to Kipling's poem 'Gunga Din'. Such an interpretation, as readers of Conrad's letters and other fiction (especially Nostromo) will know, is not obviously wrong. Conrad did intend to expose, to unmask, the hypocrisy and barbarism of European imperialism and colonialism in Central Africa. But it is somewhat misleading and altogether too limiting to see 'Heart of Darkness' as an unveiling of the exploitation and oppression of a commercial and industrial society on a helpless, primitive community. This would make Conrad into an ideologue when, in fact, Conrad persistently denounced ideological thinking.8 As to the 'Heart of Darkness' one of Conrad's letters to his friend Cunninghame Graham should give one pause: I am simply in the seventh heaven to find you like the 'Heart of Darkness' so far. You bless me indeed. Mind you don't curse me by and by for the very same thing. There are two more instalments in which the idea is so wrapped up in secondary notions that you -even you! -may miss it.9 and again:
... and also you must remember that I don't start with an abstract notion [italics mine]. I start with definite images and as their rendering is true some little effect is produced. So far the note struck chimes in with your convictions -mais apres? There is an apres.'0 Precisely, there is something more here than a tract for the times and it is to this something that this essay is directed.
As noted above, Conrad was a sceptic and one important dimension of 'Heart of Darkness' (and frequently ignored in interpretations of it) involves his attempt to come to grips with the problem of knowledge and scepticism. In dealing with this problem, Conrad confronts a perplexing dilemma. As a sceptic he believes his experiences are essentially private, subjective and fallible. On the other hand, his aim is to communicate his experiences to the reader, to 12 Conrad never accepted the exaggerated opinion of his contemporaries regarding art's value. For example, in one essay, he wrote: 'It is natural that the novelist should doubt his ability to cope with his task. He imagines it more gigantic than it is. And yet literary creation being only one of the legitimate forms of human activity has no value but on the condition of not excluding the fullest recognition of all the more distinct forms of action. This condition is sometimes forgotten by the man of letters, who often, especially in his youth, is inclined to lay a claim of exclusive superiority for his own amongst all the other tasks of the human mind. The mass of verse and prose may glimmer here and there with the glow of a divine spark, but in the sum of human effort it has no special importance.' Conrad, Notes on Life and Letters (London: J. M. Dent, 1946), p. 7. kernel but outside, enveloping the tale which brought it out only as a glow brings out a haze, in the likeness of these misty halos that sometimes are made visible by the spectral illumination of moonshine.'"3 He perceives the obstacles that hinder enveloping the tale, of making public what is essentially private without reducing the experience to a simple point or moral. In fact, Marlow doubts his own success; for some one-third of the way through 'his tale' he queries his auditors: 'Do you see the story ? Do you see anything ? It seems to me I am trying to tell you a dreammaking a vain attempt, because no relation of a dream can convey the dream sensation. . .14 Marlow answers his own question despairingly: 'No, it is impossible, it is impossible to convey the life-sensation of any given epoch of one's existence-that which makes its truth, its meaning-its subtle and penetrating essence. It is impossible. We live, as we dream -alone...'5
The problem goes further than the private nature of one's truth, however; there is also a question of the listeners' attitudes, their willingness to reflect and open themselves up to Marlow's experience and to perceive its true significance. And in fact, Marlow's auditors do not seem willing to suspend disbelief.16 Apparently to be prepared to understand, to receive knowledge, requires at a minimum the ability to abstract oneself from the conventions of one's own community, to make a distinction between what is and what could be. Communication requires, as a necessary (though by no means a sufficient) condition, a sort of empathy between the speaker and the listeners. What else is needed ? To understand his tale, Marlow says, one can be neither a fool nor an angel. Though fools (by definition) are incapable of understanding, it is a startling notion that angels cannot grasp the truth either. In Marlow's view, however, 'angels' are too far removed from the concrete, the tangible, from the dark underside of daily life:
You may be such a thunderingly exalted creature as to be altogether deaf and blind to anything but heavenly sights and sounds. Then the earth for you is only a standing place -and whether to be like this is your loss or your gain I won't pretend to say. In this story Conrad has developed an ingenious device. As a sceptic he could be accused of inconsistency (or perhaps self-contradiction) if he attempted to communicate his own experience in the Congo directly to the reader. Instead, he created Marlow to serve as his agent and through whom he can explore with his readers some unsalutary aspects of human nature without implying that he (Conrad) has penetrated the mysteries of the universe and achieved true knowledge. Since it is Marlow who is 'enveloping' the tale, Conrad is not affirming the truth of his teaching; he is committing himself only to the view that the quest for truth is a common quest; a quest which takes place through the communication between Marlow, the First Narrator and his readers. Thus, Conrad avoids making assertions about political life which may be false for, strictly speaking, he is not asserting anything at all. He is simply asking the reader to arouse himself from his slumber, to join Marlow in his search for truth, even though he may never obtain it. After all, Marlow is only human, and, as such, his teaching may be in error. In this sense Marlow is to Conrad as Socrates is to Plato. But it won't do to exaggerate the analogy. Marlow is not Socrates; he does not search for the Essence or the Forms of things, and he does not proceed dialectically. Marlow proceeds existentially, whereby he narrates his own transformation from a naive youth to a meditating Buddha-like teacher of human nature.
But if Marlow is a teacher, one who has himself experienced a transformation as a result of his journey into the heart of darkness, what is the content of his teaching? The quick answer is politics: the hopes, the fears and the dilemmas of political choice. More precisely Marlow teaches the following: (I) Politics emerges from the tension between one's ideals, of what ought to be, and reality, of what is. There is always a gap between man's professed aims, purposes and goals and his ability to achieve them. Why? The unstated, but clearly implied answer, is that man's nature -his passions, his greed, his desire to dominate -prevent him from achieving what he may think he wants. (2) Political society, as a consequence of man's nature, requires restraint. It requires conventions, rules, regulations and a loyal devotion to one's work, skill or craft. Hence, there is a dilemma: the restraints which are necessary because of man's vanity and greed foreclose the possibility of human self-realization. Moreover, it is problematical whether the traditional restraints of work and adherence to conventions will be adequate to meet a new and frightful danger to the body politic: the secular revolutionary chiliast. (3) Marlow's tale describes a situation in which Kurtz's followers give him a charismatic response. They follow him not out of fear alone but primarily out of love, passionate devotion and enthusiasm. Kurtz's charisma is thus seen as a new threat to man's attainment of genuine community, a threat which makes the traditional defenses against tyranny and demagogy, as embodied in a protestant ethic, quite inadequate. (4) Since there is no defense against charisma, Marlow believes it necessary to suppress the 'awful truth'; a 'noble lie' is necessary. It is here that conservative politics comes to the fore. Since politics requires that truth be suppressed, it entails constant concession, compromise and bargaining with one's values. The Just City is impossible to achieve.
To understand this teaching fully, one has to observe Marlow's experiences, and his reflections on them, within the context of the tale. A group of men -the Director of Companies, the Lawyer, the Accountant, the First Narrator and Marlow are mentioned -are sitting on the becalmed ship Nellie anchored in the Thames estuary. They are witnessing, according to the First Narrator, a scene of incredible cheerlessness.
Only the gloom to the west, brooding over the upper reaches, became more sombre every minute, as if angered by the approach of the sun.
And at last, in its curved and imperceptible fall, the sun sank low and from glowing white changed to a dull red without rays and without heat, as if about to go out suddenly, stricken to death by the touch of that gloom brooding over a crowd of men.19
But then the First Narrator evokes the ancient spirit of the Thames which is the spirit of 'the great knights-errant of the sea'.20 The Thames had given, we are told, great and useful service to the needs of men and the needs of a great nation. The Thames is a symbol of heroic deeds of England's past. But this heroic image cannot long be sustained for it is the nature of practical activity that usefulness cannot be completely dissociated from violence and savagery. The First Narrator has to give way to Marlow who remarks quietly: 'And this also ... has been one of the dark places of the earth'.21 Marlow begins his first theme, the key thrust of which shows that the most prominent features of man's nature -his vanity, greed, lust for domination -are permanent and cannot be eradicated by humanitarian activity. He describes, for example, the Roman beginnings of English civilization as a period when selflessness or idealism were nonexistent. The Roman's colonizing efforts were in the main violent and brutal; however, as conquerors they did not try to justify their acts as the necessary preconditions for bringing civilization and progress to the world. Acts of violence were perpetrated purely in the pursuit of selfish ends.
They were no colonists; their administration was merely a squeeze, and nothing more... They were conquerors, and for that you want brute force -nothing to boast of, when you have it, since your strength is just an accident arising from the weakness of others. They grabbed what they could get for the sake of what was to be got. It was just robbery with violence, aggravated murder on a great scale, and men going at it blind .. .22
The Romans acted 'without thinking about it'. But should they have thought about it? Marlow suggests that when men are faced with a 'state of nature', a If the Roman conquerors acted badly they were at least forthright. In the nineteenth-century style of 'conquering', however, the victors attempt to justify their acts of violence, their atrocities, in the name of some future Good -in the name of Progress and Civilization. Marlow has to learn these things through experience, for he describes his initial attitude toward Africa as romantic and 'sentimental'. Even though in manhood his romantic dreams have dissipated through his contact with the harsh realities of life, his boyhood feelings of adventure about Africa remain intact. What attracted him, he confesses, was the idea of losing himself in 'all the glories of exploration'. Through his aunt's contacts with high officials in a trading company, Marlow is able to secure an appointment as skipper of a river steamboat. On hearing that his predecessor, Fresleven, had been killed in a scuffle with some natives, he only became 'more anxious to go'. Only later, after being stripped of all romantic illusion, is Marlow prepared to believe the 'absurd' episode of how Fresleven went berserk about some deception of a village chieftain involving two black hens and hammered the chief to death with a stick, the chief's son killing him in turn.
It didn't surprise me in the least to hear this and at the same time to be told that Fresleven was the gentlest, quietest creature that ever walked on two legs. No doubt he was; but he had been a couple of years already out there engaged in the noble cause, you know, and he probably felt the need at least of asserting his self-respect in some way.25
Marlow's romanticism is, however, somewhat shaken when he goes to the city of the Whited Sepulchre (Brussels)26 and encounters a variety of bizarre individuals connected with the Company's civilizing work: his employer, who asks only about his French, the two knitting phantoms, a clerk who quotes Plato. Especially disturbing is his interview with the Company's physician: 'I always ask leave, in the interest of science, to measure the crania of those going out there', he said. 'And when they come back too?' I asked. 'Oh, I never see them,' he remarked, 'and, moreover, the changes take place inside, you know'. He smiled, as if at some quiet joke. 'So you are going out there. Famous, interesting, too'. He gave me a searching glance, and made another note. 'Ever any madness in your family ?' he asked in a matter-of-fact tone.27 23 With his romanticism shaken but still intact he begins his journey on the coast of Africa where he quickly comes to observe the inconsistency between the ideal and the real. He sees a French gunboat firing shells blindly into the continent at invisible 'enemies', the detonation of explosives on a cliff which 'was not in the way of anything', and black men chained together as 'criminals'. He wanders into a grave where worn-out natives are sent to die, thus discovering another aspect of the 'civilizing work' of the white colonists. In the midst of this barbarism, Marlow meets with the Company's chief accountant, an unbelievable vision of orderliness. Impervious to the brutality that surrounds him he adheres to rigidly conventional (European) standards of etiquette and attire without recognizing their incongruity. He also meets the manager for the district station, a man of 'no learning and no intelligence' who 'inspired uneasiness'; the bricklayer, a 'papier-mache Mephistopheles'; members of the Eldorado Exploring Expedition, 'reckless without courage'. These experiences lead Marlow to see more clearly the true character of the 'civilizing work'.
The colonists' actions are prompted by greed and corruption; their expressed mission is an absurdity. The humanitarians, the civilizers of the blacks, have become instead tormentors and enslavers. Even the words they use -'enemies', 'criminals', 'civilizing work' -are distorted beyond recognition. They are far worse than the Romans who had come to conquer Britain centuries ago. For the atrocities committed by the Romans were comparable to unintended casualties necessarily incurred 'in the midst of the incomprehensible' :28 understandable, though unjustifiable. But the nineteenth-century imperialists are deluded by their own vision of an humanitarian ideal which leads, paradoxically, to acts far more ruthless than those committed by Romans. For once vague, humanitarian ideals are set up, they offer justification for man's brutal actions; men's animal nature is denied and the restraints of society are not operative. Idealism, therefore, does not raise man's morality; it lowers it. By this time Marlow is ready to see whether Kurtz, about whom he has heard so much, is different. Marlow is 'curious to know whether this man, who had come out equipped with moral ideas of some sort, would climb to the top after all and how he would set about his work when there'.29
After spending several months at the district manager's station doing repairs on the steamer he is to pilot, Marlow, along with the district manager, sets out to But there is something more in work than its restraining power and its ability to give one a sense of reality. Work protects man from the 'longing to escape, the powerless disgust, the surrender, the hate'.37 In recognizing that man needs to be 'protected' from his passions, there is not only a re-emphasis on man's animal nature, but a testimony to the lonely terror of man's lot. Marlow is compelled to recognize the need for something more than work and the sacrifices work entails. If man is to protect himself from solitude, loneliness and despair, he needs to have faith in something, some sense of purpose and commitment. But herein lies a dilemma: if man puts his faith in some ephemeral humanitarian ideal, it may lead to a system of oppression, violence and brutality.
Having survived an eventful journey up river of shoals in shallow water, hungryeyed crewmen-cannibals, and Kurtz's spear-throwing natives, Marlow arrives safely at the central station. While the district manager visits the 'gifted' Kurtz in his hut, Marlow talks with a harlequin-dressed Russian sailor, one of Kurtz's most fervent admirers. Marlow learns from him that Kurtz had not fulfilled his humanitarian goals but had got the natives to follow him in raiding native villages for ivory. How, Marlow wishes to know, did Kurtz manage to get the natives to follow him? Kurtz's sailor-admirer answers: "'They adored him", he said. The tone of these words was so extraordinary that I looked at him searchingly. It was curious to see this mingled eagerness and reluctance to speak of Kurtz. The man filled his life, occupied his thoughts, swayed his emotions.'38 Marlow learns that this innocent Russian sailor whom 'glamour urged on' had risked his life to stay near Kurtz, the source of his inspiration. Thus when Kurtz had ordered him to give over his ivory and leave the country, the sailor-admirer complied with the 34 Conrad, Youth, p. 105. Cf. Hobbes: 'The final cause, end, or design of men, who naturally love liberty, and dominion over others, in the introduction of that restraint upon themselves, in which we see them live in commonwealths, is the foresight of their own preservation, and of a more contented life thereby; that is to say, of getting themselves out from the condition of war, which is necessarily consequent ... to the natural passions of men.' Leviathan, Michael first command but did not clear out. He is passionately devoted to Kurtz. "'I tell you," he cried, "this man has enlarged my mind."'39 Marlow is now thoroughly confused about Kurtz. On the one hand, Kurtz is an incredible egocentric whose intelligence is 'concentrated . . . upon himself with horrible intensity'. He is a megalomaniac in whom vanity and the lust for power are closely intertwined. We learn that he sees financial success as the means to satisfy his ambitions; he has come to Africa to make a fortune in the ivory trade. 'He desired to have kings meet him at railway-stations on his return from some ghastly Nowhere, where he intended to accomplish great things. "You show them you have in you something that is really profitable, and then there will be no limits to the recognition of your ability", he would say.'40 He became obsessed with the accumulation of ivory, exploiting the natives to scour the countryside to further his ambition. His 'method' of putting down recalcitrants was to have their heads cut off and, dried and shrunken, placed on stakes around his house as a reminder to les autres.
And his report to the International Society for the Suppression of Savage Customs ended with the advice, 'Exterminate all the brutes!' But this is not the whole story; Kurtz is neither an ordinary man nor a simple impostor. He is a 'remarkable man', someone with 'incredible gifts', a painter, 'a great musician'. And Marlow is not wholly ironic when he says of Kurtz:
He won't be forgotten. Whatever he was, he was not common. He had the power to charm or frighten rudimentary souls into an aggravated witch-dance in his honour; he could also fill the small souls of the pilgrims with bitter misgivings: he had one devoted friend at least, and he had conquered one soul in the world that was neither rudimentary nor tainted with self-seeking.41
Of all the gifts this charismatic leader of 'universal genius' possesses, the one arousing the most enthusiasm is his mastery of the art of rhetoric, 'the gift of expressions, the bewildering, the illuminating, the most exalted and the most contemptible, the pulsating stream of light, or the deceitful flow from the heart of an impenetrable darkness'. Marlow is now faced with the dilemma posed by Kurtz's 'moral victory'. He knows that Kurtz's lifetime denial of man's passions led him to commit 'unspeakable rites' in the name of an humanitarian ideal, but he also realizes that to concentrate solely on man's fallen nature forecloses the possibility of human selfrealization, of joy and happiness. Man cannot live without a purpose, without a horizon, without a 'deliberate belief'. This dilemma is dramatized when Marlow returns to the European 'City of the Whited Sepulchre' and, after recovering from a long and severe illness, visits Kurtz's Intended at her home.50 She symbolizes man's faith, his inspiring vision of a beautiful world. In her Kurtz had someone who was 'without mental reservation, without suspicion, without a thought for herself'.5 Her features conveyed 'the delicate shade of truthfulness',52 and she 'had a mature capacity for fidelity, for belief, for suffering'.53 She represents all that is good and noble in the City. She believes Kurtz had died in pursuit of his humanitarian aims. To tell her the truth about Kurtz, in whom she had complete faith, would symbolically diminish man's hope and sense of purpose; to undermine the faith of those who believe in humanitarian ideals would only serve to enhance the life-destroying power of the gross commercial and materialistic elements of the City. Faced with these alternatives, Marlow chooses hope over truth; he lies to Kurtz's Intended, 'before the faith that was in her, before the great and saving illusion that shone with an unearthly glow in the darkness'.54 He refuses to reveal 'the colossal scale of his [Kurtz's] vile desires, the meanness, the torment, the tempestuous anguish of his soul'.55
Marlow has 'remained loyal to Kurtz to the last',56 not to the 'flabby pretending, weak-eyed' and insidious Kurtz, but the Kurtz who held out hope for an improvement in man's condition. In siding with hope, Marlow rejects the self-seeking colonists as well as the petty elements of the City. He chooses one sort of nightmare over another; his choice is between the need to believe in something and the possibility of that belief becoming transformed into an instrument for man's personal power. His decision to lie, therefore, is a political act on the highest level, an act of expediency designed to serve a higher purpose. Though the humanitarian ideal is extravagant and, if translated into action, counter-productive 49 Conrad, Youth, p. I51. 50 Conrad suggests the decisive importance of the ending in a letter to his publisher: 'In the light of the final incident, the whole story in all its descriptive detail shall fall into place -acquire its value and significance ... The last pages of the 'Heart of Darkness' where the interview of the man and the girl locks in -as it were -the whole 30,000 words of narrative description into the one suggestive view of a whole phase of life and makes of that story something quite on another plane than an anecdote of a man who went mad in the centre of Africa.' Joseph Conrad: Letters Conrad has used this story to depict man's craving for inner truth, his susceptibility to ideology and his self-regarding instincts. In so doing he has given the reader an opportunity to reconsider and re-evaluate his attitudes and actions. But Conrad's 'Heart of Darkness' implies some partial remedies as well. Though he does not propose a 'cure' for the malignancy of ideology, the character of Marlow implies at least a partial remedy. Thus, Marlow is perhaps a model of the individual who has obtained self-mastery and self-command, but who is yet 'worldly wise'. In the face of ideological thinking, he acquires the strength to resist its appeal by making a conscious decision not to drift submissively with the tides of his environment. By acknowledging the limits of reason and rationality, one may, like Marlow, refrain from imposing some abstract meaning on one's life and on others.
But if Marlow has self-mastery and self-command to resist the blandishments of ideology he has achieved this not simply through contemplation of the 'truth' but through the more concrete means of devotion to work. Work is to be understood, in contradistinction to ideals, eloquent words and sentimental pretenses. It is a defense against the human condition because it shows 'the power of devotion not to yourself, but to an obscure, backbreaking business'.65 Work, though often prosaic and banal, reinforces one's sense of reality. It is not that work in itself is desirable, but as Marlow puts it: 'I don't like work -no man does -but I like what is in work -the chance to find yourself. Your own reality -for yourself, not for others -what no other man can ever know.'66 Whatever the virtues of work (and there are many) Conrad suggests in this story that men require something more than this, some sense of genuine purpose; 'some kind of belief is very necessary'.67 Complete scepticism sees life as an absurdity without purpose and hope; it paralyzes human activity. On the other hand, one who is not sceptical may become victimized either by greedy egotists as represented by the manager and his assistant, or by the vast and demagogic schemes of a Kurtz. Conrad's remedy for his dilemma is the fabrication of salutary illusions. These illusions, though superficially resembling ideologies, are for Conrad quite distinct. They are not abstract expressions of a universal value, dogmatic and totalistic. On the contrary, they are life-enhancing illusions which admit the diverse character of human motives and goals. After Marlow shows us the harsh realities of this life he is compelled to admit the necessity for such illusions, even if they risk the possibility of terrifying evils. When forced to choose between the rapacious colonists and the monstrous Kurtz, Marlow chooses the latter. To the humanitarian world, as symbolized by Kurtz's Intended, Kurtz is a heroic, moral idealist. Life, Conrad implies, cannot be lived without the hopes engendered by illusions.
This, then, is Conrad's political teaching as it emerges from the 'Heart of Darkness'. It is a coherent and systematic teaching, the purpose of which is to provide a pragmatic 'philosophy of life',68 some rules of thumb designed as coherent guides to men who are faced with political societies that are characterized by conflict, instability and disorder. And though it would be misleading to label this guide as authoritarian, it is surely fair to characterize it as socially conservative. It is sceptical toward those who, on the basis of abstract principles, propose permanent cures for human unhappiness. It acknowledges the deceptive character of man's projects for radical improvement and the unintended and pernicious consequences of man's most idealistic objectives. At the same time it recognizes that in practical life we cannot be content with negativism. Since we must sometimes act, the best course of conduct, according to Conrad, is to conform to the habituary and customary principles provided by tradition. Only then can we maintain a community of sovereign individuals, capable of making complex moral and political decisions.
IV
In the opening section of this essay the question was raised whether novelists have something to say about politics. It was concluded, somewhat hastily, that at least some novelists do, and that what they say should not be excluded from the province of political science simply because it does not fit well into preconceived models of social science favored by some political theorists and philosophers of science. This notion needs some elaboration and clarification if it is to sharpen our understanding of the contribution of the novelist to politics.
First of all some comparisons must be made. The novel as a narrative of human actions, thoughts and feelings is neither a collection of data useful to the political scientist nor an expression of laws and human behavior. Nevertheless, the novelist and social scientist do have in common their effort to build models to apprehend a portion of human experience. Both the social scientist's model and the novelist's model are idealizations, abstractions from the real world, analogs of something which is genuinely 'out there' in reality. As such both share the advantage and disadvantage of model building: their models both illuminate and distort reality. They illuminate by providing a context for discovering patterns and relationships which affect human behavior; they distort by emphasizing certain features over others, by investigating a and not b. But while this sharing should not be dismissed, it should not be exaggerated either. The political scientist, one must admit, views his models as heuristic devices for the eventual stating of testable hypotheses with the expectation of explaining the causes of human behavior. The novelist's models have a different objective. They are designed not to explain the causes of human behavior but to explain the motives, purposes and intentions of plausibly drawn characters in social and political contexts.69 The novelist's models are interpretative maps or pictures which, though they do not state propositions that can be true or false, guide us and call attention to the range and subtlety of human activity. The aim of these models is to make us see ourselves and our society more vividly and clearly than we normally do; they accomplish this, when successful, by drawing comparisons (sometimes implicitly) between one sort of personality type and another, between one set of societal norms and another. In making these comparisons the novelist is not simply describing the world as an impassive observer of the human drama, but interpreting it as well. His fictive model allows him to conjecture and criticize the effects of certain character-types on certain values, and the effects of certain norms on particular character-types. With his model, he can examine and assess the character of an established political order or some hypothetical and possible social orders. Virtually every aspect of the complicated struggle between the individual and his institutions is open to his imaginative inquiry; he needs only an appropriate model to convince us that his descriptive portrayals are plausibly related to the real world.
In general, then, the explanatory model of the novelist does not conform to the causal model of explanation admired by some philosophers of science.70 To insist that there is only one adequate model for the study of social and political phenomena, however, is simply another form of that search for certainty that has plagued philosophers for centuries; the search is fruitless and counterproductive. Political scientists should be willing to accept the idea that human activity can be viewed in more than one way, comprehended with more than one theory, interpreted by more than one explanatory model. The novelist provides simply another way of seeing things, and it is, one could argue, dogmatic political science that does not have room for the felicitous combination of common sense and artistic insight which the novelist has to offer. 
